AD&LE AND  CO.
his face and he just fell down.   Then they started to
look for Casca. . . .
" They didn't have far to go, for Casca was being
cleaned. I don't know what you'd done to him, but he
seemed as mad as a hornet about some state he was in
and the chauffeur was trying to clean him with petrol
out of his tank. Then Auntie Emma came up, and
Casca sagged at the knees.
" For what it was worth, they searched him : and
when the search was over they knocked him down.
Then they hauled him up and started to ask him
questions, and each time he gave the wrong answer
they shook him by the scruff of his neck. From his
frenzied protests I fancy he told them the truth. But
that didn't help him. The truth was ugly and so the
answer was wrong and he got it in the neck. Presently
they obviously asked him which way you'd gone, and
. when Casca pointed to the Pic du Midi, I thought he
was going to be murdered before my eyes. So did
Casca. Auntie Emma took out a pistol and shoved it
'against his chest, and Casca shut his eyes and screamed
blue murder until he took it away,
" At last they let him go, and two of them ran for the
hired car, while the others got into Casca's and started
her up. When the chauffeur demurred, Auntie Emma
showed him his pistol, and he backed straight into
Casca who was sitting in a state of collapse. I think he
trod on his hand, for Casca wrapped himself round
him and tried to bite his leg.
€t By now Auntie Emma was moving, but the others
caine tearing after to say the hired car wouldn't start.
After a furious altercation Auntie Emma took them
3Jx>aid and then the five went rocketing down into
Spain.
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